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tATorksbiere Tragedy * 


your tongue* 

Your felfe to ftaine the honour of your wife , 

Nobly difccnded,thofe whom men call mad 
Endanger others $but hee’s more then mad 
That wounds himfelfc, whofe ownc wordes do proJ 
Scandal's vniuft, to foilchis better name- (claym 

1 1 is not fit I pray forfake it. 

a Ce#iG ood fir, let modcftie reproueyou. 

Let honeft kindnes fway fo much with you, 
Hu>G od den, Ithanke you fir, how do you,adeiue, 
Ime clad to fee you/arewel Iu ftrudtions, AdmonitL 
ons< s Exeun Gent t 

Enter a, [eruant k 

iVw.Fow now firrawhat wud you, 

5e; .Only to certifie you fir, that my miftris was met 
by theway,by the who were fent for her vp to Londo 
by her honorable vnkle,yourworfhips lategardian* 
Huf.So fir, then flic is gon and fo may you be.' 

But let her looke that the thing be done the wots of: 
or hel wil ft and more pleafat the her houfe at home* 
Enter a Gentle man * 

G^.Well or ill met I care not. 

J2kf.No nor I* 

GehJ am come with confidence to chide you. 

Bit. Who me'chide mer’doo’t finely thendetitnot 
moue me,for if thou chidft me angry 1 fhali ftrike. 

Grw.Strike thine owne fo!lie,for it is they 
Deferue to be wel beaten, we are now in priuate, 
Ther’s none b ut thou and Pthourt fond & peeuiib, 
vndeane ryoier,tby landes and Credit 
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A YorklVtere Tragedy^ 

Lie now both fide of a confumption 

lam forry for thee: that man fpends with fTiatne 

That with his ritches docs eonfume his name: 

And fuch art thou. 

Huf. Peace. 

Gem. No thou (halt hearc me further: 

Thy fathers and forefathers worthy honors. 

Which were our country monumentsjour grace, 
Follies in thee begin now to deface: 

The fpring time of thy youth did fairely promife 
fuch a moft fruitfull fummer to thy friends 
Itfcarcc can enter into mens beliefes. 

Such dearth fhould hang on thee, wee that fee it. 
Are forry to bcleeue it an thy change, 

This voice into all places wil behurld: 
thou and the dcuill has deceaued the world* 

Huf, lie not indure thee. 

Gent. but of all the worft: 

Thy vertuous wife right honourably allied 
Thou haft proclaimed a ftrumpet. 

Huf. N ay then I know thee. 

Thou art her champion thou, her priuat friend. 

The partie you wot on. 

Gent 4, Oil ignoble thought. 

Tam paft my patient b!oode,fhaII I ftand idle 
and fee my reputation toucht to death. 

Hu. Ta s galde you this,has it. 

GentfNo monfter,! will proue 
My thoughts did only tend to vertuous loue, 

Loue of her vertue$?there it goes: 
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